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She smiled as she remembered the rime when
years ago, after David's whipping her,, she had
climbed out of the window and ridden away,

It should not be so dramatic an exit this time

But, in honest fact, when at last she walked out
of the house she heard no sound, she met no one,
It was as though she were going; Out of a 'dead
house,

Out of a dead house into life.